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T HE 


REMONSTRANCE. 


ELUDED Britons! can you then ſuppoſe 


The patriot's fire in modern boſoms glows ; 
Can you believe that WiLxzs's impious mind, 
With Roman virtue ſuffers for mankind ; 
Or that a callous, bluſtering, proud CrioLEx, 
Bred in an iſle that brutifies the ſoul, 
B Where 
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Where trade rapacious thwarts kind nature's plan, 


And founds it's riches on enſlaving man 


——That Bacxronp, in old age, diſdains repoſe, 
Impelled to action by our country's woes; 

That he, for freedom wakes his daily cares, 
Remonſtrates at the throne, treats, drinks, and ſwears; 
Then dreams, at night, a bloody tyrant reigns, 

And hears fell hammers forging England's chains 


In ſuch delirium, waking Britons dream; 
Pretended patriotiſm is all their theme. 
Miſtaken men ! the patriot's hallowed name 
Is not a tribute due to modern fame; 

It is not applicable in our age; 
Tis only proper in an ancient page. 
Weigh well the characters of thoſe you praiſe, 


The luxury view of theſe degenerate days, 


LF] 
- Which all the mind with ſelfiſh objects fills, 


Imagined goods, or as fantaſtic ills ; 


Which proves the ruin of a nation nigh, 


As tapers glare, and play before they die: 


Then ſay, who watches o'er the publick weal, 


Intent alone his country's wounds to heal ? 


Read Man's analyfis in Rochefoucault ; 
And then the ſource of human deeds you'll know; 
Self, the grand mover, in each age, you'll find, 
The ſpring elaſtic that impells the mind. 


In various ways it proſecutes it's aim; 


But the ſtrong principle is ſtill the ſame, 


If virtue is the happy publick mode, 
Self ſeeks it's bliſs in virtue's thorny road. 
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How could a ſubje& of the SearTan laws, 


Be happy to betray his country's cauſe ; 
When every member of the ſimple ſtate, 
Only by publick ſervice could be great ; 
When inſtitution fixed the generous thought, 


Example urging ſtill what precept taught? 

To gratify ſelf-love, the Spartan plan 

Was, to new-mould the common frame of man; 
The luxury of As A to defy, 


And paſs her wealth with unretorted eye; 


To make firm courage keep a noble ſtrife 
Againſt the tortured principles of life; 
Grave, when at home, the youth ; but on the day 
Of dreadful combat, crowned with flowers and gay; 
Of fear, and pain, the empire to diſown, 


And wear a ſmile when others heaved a groan. 


But 
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But would you now in Lo N po ſeek to thrive ? 


Write in the ſtyle of number Forty-five ; 

Your boundleſs freedom to the throne apply ; 
And give, for publick peace, your King the lye. 
With timely impulſe work the civil tide ; 

Your bark, at anchor, would unnoticed ride, 
And if a nnn your high renown 
(Now a mere jail confers the civic crown) 

To prove you're guiltleſs of imputed crimes, 


Take all advantage of the feveriſh times ; 


Some artful inſult on a ſtateſman throw, 


To gain more friends by making him your foe; 


To render courtiers odious to the land ; 


For generous freedom juſtly ſpurns command. 


The Bill-of-Rights-man, riſing from the chair, 
Foams, and aſſumes a wild, Quixotic air ; 
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And 
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And ftill attentive leſs to things than ſounds, 


He cries—* Great Liberty ſhould have no bounds,” 


Nor yet be ſtinted to this little ſphere ; 
Let not our carth confine thy vaſt career ;. 
Be it the ſtudy of thy private hours, 
To plan a war with the celeſtial powers; 
Like MiLToN's devil, ſcale high Heaven's abode;. 
And point thy cannon at the throne of Gop: 
Againſt thy Maker be thy thunder hurled ; 


And let it blaſt the Saviour of the world. 


Religion ! ſource of every ill below ! 
Thou hindereſt freedom's. holier flame to glow. 
True, thou waſt fit in Gothic times to reign, 
When man untutored clanked thy galling chain ; 


But 


i 
! 
- 


- 


— <p> a 5 RE, 


* 


— 


1 


But Reaſon's better laws we now revere ; 


Obſerve our manners, and the truth 1s clear. 


Can we religion's muſty rules apply, 
Or when we palm the card, or cog the die? 
Surely we may, without religion's aid, 
Diſtinguiſh baſto from the murdering ſpade: 
Sure we may know, without the prieſtly tribe, 
When to withold, and when to give the bribe : 
How for the turf to train the fiery ſteed, 
How in a duel gallantly to bleed. 
Without a prieſt, the ſpirit of Champagne 
Would ſurely tingle in the throbbing vein : 
Religion quells mirth's animating roar, 


And dims the beauties of a charming whore. 


Religion 
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Religion damps the patriot's mighty ſoul; 
It's frigid rules his ardent views controul ; 
It is a modeſt, ſneaking, ſervile thing; 
It bids us pay ſome homage to a King ; 
Subjects to order an expanded mind, 
Born the high legiſlator of mankind. 
The patriot ſoars, in urging his great cauſe, 
Above all civil, and all ſacred laws. 


Should freedom's weal the hardy deed require, 


'Tis his to ſet the trembling globe on fire : 
Then, phenix-like, he'd from his aſhes riſe, 
Graſp all his honours, and aſſert the ſkies; 
O'erturn the adamantine throne above, 


And reign the better ſubſlitute of Jove. 


This rant will Freedom's ſons preſume to blame? 


This rant, and mad MacauLar's are the ſame. 


And 
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And yet there was a time, nor long ago 
(Strange ! on a ſudden how improved we grow !) 
When in religion's walks the wiſeſt trod, 

And in their Bible read the hand of Goo. 

Locke, who the mind's whole operation ſaw, 

Was a firm patron of the chriftian law. 

NeEwToN, whoſe more than mortal ken could trace 
The chain of nature through unmeaſured ſpace ; 
By ſacred rules was yet content to bind 

The moral workings of his mighty mind ; 

Saw, that the Gop, who bade the planets roll, 
Muſt mark an orbit for the human ſoul ; 

That he, who out of darkneſs, called the light, 
Through the vaſt concave drives the comet's flight, 
Conſiſtent with his univerſal plan, 


Gave laws to fix the vagrant will of man, 


D Religion, 
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Religion, with her ſmiling, godlike mien, 
A BExs0ON kept in agony ſerene ; 


From a vain world great BERXKLE gently ſtole, 


And ſhed Heaven's gleam on BuTLER's parting ſoul. 


While to my publiſher, who claims a right 
To circumſcribe the muſe's heedleſs flight, 
I read my manuſcript, with anxious air, 
The judge reclining in his eaſy chair; 
He drops attention, and begins to fret ; 
Fear for his intereſt puts him in a ſweat : 
At length he riſes, walks about the room ; 
His face Cenſorian ſpeaks the poet's doom: 
« Zounds, Sir, he cries, a ſtring of pious rhymes, 
Is not adapted to theſe poliſhed times; 
If you proceed fuch holy tales to tell, 


« Fl bet my head your pamphlet will not ſell.” 
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My friend, you ſhall not check my conſcious flame; 


do not write for momentary fame. 


And you, great JoRNsON, to your lateſt breath, 
Shall find your ruling object ſtrong in death; 
Such in thoſe moments as in all the paſt, 
« Receive thy votary, Heaven,” ſhall be your laſt. 
Thou nobly ſingular, immortal man 
Whom nought could c'er divert from virtue's plan ! 
The cruel ſtraits, with genius oft at ſtrife, 
Which make a feeling nature ſick of life; 


A mortal ſtab to fine exiſtence give, 


And kill the man who ſhould for ever live; 
Thy ſteddy purpoſe never could controul, 

Nor check one vigorous effort of thy ſoul, 
Thy glorious purpoſe didſt thou ſtill ſuſtain, 


And fortune frowned, and envy ſnarled in vain. 
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Can the dim taper ſuperſede the day ? 
Can buzzing myriads hide the ſolar ray? 
Ah! no: theſe objects hardly meet the fight ; 


As Venus dwindles on returning light. 


Never wilt thou retain the hoarded ſtore, 
In virtue affluent, but in metal poor; 


Thou feeleſt, oft, the ſympathy of grief, 


And oft thy hand extends the kind relief : 
The tears of orphans melt thee as they roll ; 


The widow's miſery ſhakes the ſage's ſoul. 


Thy honeſt cenſure, and thy honeſt praiſe, 
Perhaps ill ſuit our falſe, and poliſhed days ; 
Timid politeneſs ſays thou art ſevere; 


But ſimple virtue loves the tongue ſincere. 
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Say, to a blockhead, is it love, or ſpite, 


To mortify him ne'er again to write; 


To reſcue from his own aerial views, 


A ſolitary man without a muſe ? 


Great is thy proſe ; great thy poetic ſtrain ; 
Yet to dull coxcombs are they great in vain. 
When weak opponents would thy ſtrength defeat, 
Thy words, like babbling parrots, they repeat ; 
But mixed with theirs, the vigour all is fled, 
The letter living, but the ſpirit dead : 
Their want of powers theſe inſects will not ec ; 
Bombaſt in them, is the ſublime * thee. 
Say, ſhould a ſwain a royal mandate bear? 
Say, ſhould a dwarf the warriour's plumage wear ? 
Poorly a Garrick, HoLLaNnD ſtrove to ſhow, 


In frantic terror, or in plaintive woe. 
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At length thy Sovereign gave his bounteous aid 
To worth ſequeſtered in the private ſhade. 
Penſions, thus fixed, an equal honour bring 
To the deſerving ſubject, and the King: 
Yet at thy penſion rave the callous tribe, 
Who bluſter only to obtain a bribe. 
Muſt penſions always honeſty diſcard ? 
Should merit never meet it's juſt reward? 
« Penſioner JoHNsoN,” bawls the venal knave: 
But has thy conduct marked thee for a ſlave? 
Find in the man FRO more material flaw ; 
Nor public guilt from public honour draw. 
The throb of virtue is to them unknown ; 
And hence they form thy image from their own. 
Keen in their breaſts the luſt of gold they feel; 


For gold they would deſtroy the public weal ; 


Shake 
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Shake o'cr the land oppreſſion's iron rod, 


Betray their father, and blaſpheme their Gov. 


Go on, heroic man ! thy ſetting ſun 
Will fink, majeſtic, as thy race begun ; 
A favourite, thou, of Heaven, and of the Nine; 
Through BRTTAIx's lateſt ages born to ſhine : 
Heedleſs of cenſure, when for juſtice warm, 


And from thy conſcience flowed the FALSE ALARM. 


Oh ! may the poet thy example fire, 
And make me moderate each vain deſire ! 
For worth like thine, maintain the noble ſtrife, 
Praiſe it in verſe, and rival it in life; 
Fixed on great objects, earthly toys forego, 


And feel that virtue ſhuts out every woe : 


Attentive, 
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Attentive, ſtill, to reaſon's gentle call, 


Mild, if I riſe, and patient if I fall. 


« Sir, ſays my publiſher, you're mad —-you dream ;” 


Return, then politicks, the favourite theme. 


Patriots with nature ſure are not at war; 
Then let me patriots bring to nature's bar : 
For all his power the patriot ſeems to ſtrain, 
To re-eſtabliſh nature's eaſy reign ; 

Back to our native woods to make us go; 
And fink into the ſavage of Rouss AU; 
Acorns, and water, for a city-feaſt 


To change, and live the old, primæval beaſt, 


The ſcheme is not mature; there ſtill are ties, 


Which even a patriot cannot well deſpiſe. 


The 
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The Ties of father, children, huſband, wife, 


Which nature cloſely binds in ſocial life, 


Were there on earth a barbarous miſcreant found, 
Who ſhould my mother's tendereſt honour wound; 
Wound, unprovoked, and with a Dæmon's lye, 
The ſeed of branching calumny ſupply ; 

Make her the theme of every poiſoned tongue, 
The publick ſcandal, and the publick ſong : 
And ſhould I, then, by filial torment preſled, 
Even plunge the dagger in his ruthleſs breaſt ; 
Would not . generous BRITON, in my cauſe, 


Lament the rigid ſentence of the laws ? 


Where's the good man that would not mourn my death, 


And curſe the fatal nooſe that ſtopped my breath J 
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Say, gallant WIL æESs, what vengeance wouldf thou claim 


Of him who ſhould traduce thy daughter's fame ? 
Her growing praiſe to falſe hood's taint ſhould doom, 
And blaſt her graces in their early bloom 

Thy ſoul's quick ſenſe of injury I know, 

It's eager warmth to meet the boldeſt foe; 


Strait wouldſt thou, hurried by the dire alarm, 


Devote the ſlanderer to thy manly arm 


« Draw, ſcoundrel; tis an injured father's call“ 


—— My ſoul would triumph ſhould the villain fall. 


Envy not, fooliſh man, the pomp of Kings ; 
For little freedom from their ſtation ſprings : 
Few private joys the greateſt Sovereign crown ; 
His eaſe the price he pays for high renown. 
In a free country that miſtakes it's fame, 


Where impudence, and freedom are the ſame ; 


Say, 
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Say, muſt it's monarch only from his mind 
Root out the common feelings of mankind ; 
A mother's wrongs without emotion bear, 
Child of her pangs, chief object of her care: 
No ſure ; unerring nature takes his part; 


And for his King bleeds every loyal heart. 


And yet he cannot majeſty forego z 
He cannot meet, on equal terms, his foe ; 
He cannot, with the ſword, avenge the deed ; 


He muſt not, for his honour, dare to bleed. 


Full oft a delicate, yet weighty cauſe, 
Eludes the bounded reach of human laws ; 
Then oft our plea to equity we bring ; 


And ſhall not equity befriend a Kin g? 


And 
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And ſhould that King, the culprit J deſcribe, 


In ſpite of clamour from the lawleſs tribe, 


Mark for an object of the royal frown, 

And perſecute his ill acquired renown ; 

Nay ſhould he (fay, would he commit a | fault, 

Or only do the very thing he ought?) 

Call power, where laws are wanting, to his aid, 
Againſt a man for whom no laws were made; 
Him, whoſe black thoughts bright virtue never feel, 
Exclude from ſporting with the publick weal ; 
Could we from thence have proper grounds to ſay, 
Our enact ſtrove to take our rights ave? 25 

Is WIL EES our greateſt good; and muſt the fall 


Of one bad man involve the fate of all? 


The rays of majeſty ſhed round the throne | 


Blind not my view; then, patriots, if I own, 


The 


1 


The ſteady prudence of a ſovereign failed, 
By cruel provocation oft aſſailed; 

Let me humanity's mild ſuit prefer; 

TiTus, and TRA JAN, ſurely, both could err: 


Kings are but men; the truth, I thought, you knew; 


The truth, I thought, you ever kept in view. 
Or, is your royal theory ſo ſtrong, 


That your ideal king can do no wrong ? 


The danger in a different ſcene yow'll find ; 


Survey my picture with a patient mind. 


There is a man, whom men of worth deſpiſe, 
Who treads on private, and on. publick ties; 
By whom ſedition is diffuſely ſown, 


Who, to enflave his country, ſaps the throne. 
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The proſtituted favour of che times 

Is his, however flagrant are his crimes : 

The innocence of childhood liſps his name ; 
And age grows vigorous while it hears his fame. 
Anxious for him, the leaden country 'ſquire, 
Blunders the news, but feels the civil fire 
The muddy alderman inhales the theme; 

And catches all the patriotick dream ; 

Struck with the wondrous tale, the gaping fool 


Forgets to eat, and lets his turtle cool. 


His broken fortune, ruined by exceſs, 
The laviſh hand is open to redreſs ; 
His numerous wants the full ſupplies obtain, 
Which modeſt worth may well deſpair to gain. 
If he ſucceeds, our ſinking glories riſe ; 


And if he fails, our boaſted freedom dies. 


Aſk 


: 
f 


' 
: 


EF I 


Aſk thoſe whom calmneſs teaches truth to know ; 
Hence will they tell you our diſorders flow; 
Hence the black ſtreams of civil diſcord ſpring ; 
Not from the faults of miniſter, or King. 
Licentiouſneſs, to it's full boldneſs grown, 


Imputes it's dangerous projects to the throne. 


Br1ToNs, the wounds of Br1TariNn would you heal, 
Would you, indeed, conſult the publick weal ; 
Would you abate your heat, and learn to know 
What to your country, to yourſelves you owe ? 

The counſel's plain ; nor 1s it yet too late, 


From headlong ruin to preſerve the ſtate. 


Bring yourſelves back to reaſon's happy plan ; 


And then be patrons of the rights of man, 


Your 
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Your preſent ſteps to ſure deſtruction lead; 
For modern CRoMWELLS who would ſeek to bleed? 


I ſhudder at the ſacrilegious name; 


Though now the ruffian ſhines in virtuous fame. 


Morals, like dreſs, are ſurely but a mode ; 

In vain have ſages pointed virtue's road. 

Port ſung that CRoMwELL was the nation's rod; 
That firſt of knaves is now proclaimed a Gov. 
Conduct ſelf-love, ne'er loſt from human fight, 
The principle which warms me while I write; 
Which, as we bid it's active current flow, 


Brings families, and nations, bliſs or woc. 


Awhile from noiſe to calm retirement fly; 
Where nought deceives the car, or mocks the eye. 
Weigh well the actions of life's buſy ſcene; 


And then you'll know what all thoſe actions mean 


Know, 
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Know, that you urge, yourſelves, the nation's fate, 
Authors of all the violence you hate; 

That too ſeverely royal deeds to ſcan, 

Is to demand too much from mortal man ; 

That a good king's miſtakes we ſhould eſpy 


Not with ſevere, but with reſpectful eye; 


Miſtakes, from which light evils will enſue, 


Unleſs we hold them forth to publick view : 
If we, for them, our king affront, and brave, 


We ſtab the freedom which we mean to ſave. 


SAwBRIDGE, and TowNSHEND, Pillars of the laws, 
The Goc and Macos of the inen 
Will find the weakneſs of the poet here, 
And read my verſes with triumphant ſneer. 
« So then; thou tool of a corrupted court, 


« Haſt thou but written to excite our ſport ? 


H « Haſt 
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Haſt thou but written that each thinking mind 


The fallacy of thy defence might find ? 


« The hireling poet in his venal rhymes 


« Will call miſtakes. what honeſty calls crimes, K 


« Crimes, after which, if ſuffered, we deſcry 


« Deſpotic rule, and crouching ſlavery nigh.” 


Too far for argument my muſe hath ſtrayed; 
Then naked truth, come boldly to my aid. 
If ſuppoſition I exchange for fact ; 
I ſay my ſovereign erred not in one act; 
Save where benevolence his juſtice crolled, 


Save that the king 1s in the father loſt, 


If calm refleftion you'd reduce to life, 


Soon would they heal the wounds of publick ſtrife. 


Your 
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Your conduct to your hearts would be approved; 


The laws in vigour, and your ſovereign loved. 


From freedom's genuine plan you wander far ; 
You take a meteor for a guiding ſtar: 
Oh! if you follow it's deluſive ray, 
Ruin, and bloodſhed mark your heedleſs way. 
While yet your fight the gaudy phantom charms, 


Think of the dire effects of civil arms 


Of civil arms ! what horror do I feel, 

That to this monitor I muſt appeal ! 

Remember CHALGRAVE's, NasEBY's, NEWwBURY'S day, 
When only Bx1iToNs periſhed in the fray ; 

The frantic mother, and the weeping fire, 


Virgins deflowered, and property on fire ! 
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Conduct ſelf- love — there the grand labour lies, 
Self. love, the idol of the weak, and wiſe; 
Self- love, the Proteus of a thouſand ſhapes ; 
Bliſs is it's end ; but oft our ſearch eſcapes. 
It bids a Preſbyterian live on guile, 
Bribe heaven with prayer, and murder with a ſmile; 
It was in LATIMER to court the brand; 
It is in Dop, to wave a hly-hand ; 
Pride, in the prelate, avarice in the cit, 
And dear-bought fancy in the hapleſs wit. 
It is, in Jun1vs, warmly to declaim, 
Not for the ſtate, but for a Roman name. 
It is in W—x—s, to urge ambition's cauſe, 
Be more than king, and mount above the laws : 


In BecxroRD's dotage, in his big machine, 


Weſtward to trail, to fright the king, and queen ; 


The 
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The repercuſſion catch of publick air 


— “ Huzza, my boys! Gop ſave our great Lord Mayor.” 


l But, would you farther urge your glorious feats ? 
Then drive king, lords, and commons from their ſeats ; 
| Find ſome Utopian model for the realm : 
| — And let your Palinurus take che helm; 


He'll ſpread your proweſs to each diſtant ſhore ; 


And greater be than CRomwELL was before, 


I feel the glory of thoſe halcyon days 


A theme too ample for poetic praiſe : 
Your bliſs, amazed, ſhall diſtant countries view, 
And learn the art of government from you ; 


Your virtuous fame ſhall o'er the world be borne ; 


WILKES, your protector, and your primate, HoR NE. 
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When theſe two jovial ſouls their feſtals keep, 
Drink at St. James's, or at Malby's ſleep, 
C——x, be thine the vizier's active power, 


Thy ſultan yielding to the joyous hour. 


WILEES, then, and you, ſhall drop your mutual hate, 


And warmly join to tyrannize the ſtate: 
All harſh antipathy ſmooth intereſt blends, 


And in a moment changes foes to friends. 


C——, who deſtitute of virtuous ſhame, 
Still barters conſcience for a ſtateſman's fame ; 
c -M, in whoſe incongruous life we find 
A ſecond Zaimr1, with a blacker mind; 

Who ſhows of man a melancholy ſcene, 
With temperance laviſh, with ambition mean ; 
Adopts, as contradicting paſſions veer, 


The patriot's boldneſs, or the courtier's leer; 


Fond 
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Fond of all praiſe, but that which virtue gives, 


Deteſted, dreaded, and deſpiſed, he lives, 


BRITONSs, behold this man! you ſee, in him, 
Your country's praiſe is but your country's whim: 
Oft he defics a nation's common ſenſe, 

Nor for his conduct deigns a fair pretence. 

Now againſt German ſubſidies he bawls, 

And bids our iſland truſt her wooden walls: 

But ſoon, in place, he drops his favourite theme ; 
The torrent takes a new, retorted ſtream. 

His former black he now converts to white ; 
But Rill inſiſts that he was always right ; 

With matchleſs inſolence a ſenate Rs 

And all, in turn, except himſelf, are knaves. 
Strange propoſitions hear him now advance ; —— 
in German battles HA we muſt conquer France; 


Who 
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Who proved, we ought not to tranſport, before, 
Nor man, nor guinea, to the Belgic ſhore, 
Thither, ſtraight, thirty-thouſand men are ſent 
By the new patron of the continent. 
This man, ſelf-contradicting, yet Rill wiſe, 
To day declaims againſt the dire exciſe ! 


To-morrow tells us, with his uſual braſs, 


We all are ruined, ſhould the bill not paſs. 


Whirled by ambition's changeful, mad career, 


With grateful ſounds he lulls the publick ear; 
And in his rage for power, and for applauſe, 


Dwells on the pleaſing note, his country's cauſe. 


The muſe's full return his guilt ſhall meet; 


The muſe purſues him to the calm retreat. 
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The quiet ſhades to him no comfort bring 
There he's the ſame capricious, lordly thing. 
We can, with eaſe, elude the public eye; 
But from ourſelyes we ftrive, in vain, to fly. 
Hard is, with him, the poor domeſtick's fate, 
Tyrant at home, as tyrant oer the ſtate. 
One while he doats on luxury, and ſhow, 
The coftly banquet, and the Tyrian glow ; 


But ſoon he ſabſtitutes, for idle glare, 


Extreme fimplicity, and humble fare. 
At home, as in the ſtate, this motley man 


Acts, as the maggot bites, without a plan; 


Now buys, now ſells, now builds, and now pulls down; 


Now from -obſcurity he ſeeks renown ; 


Now thinks the commoner's, the nobleſt ſphere ; 


And now he ſinks, an ignominious peer; 
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Now by the crowd, now by his king careſt, 


Now all agree the Proteus to deteſt, 


Heaven, whoſe paternal goodneſs we may trace, 
In all it's rigour to the human race, 
Inconſtancy to genius oft aſſigns, 

To lower it's pride, and quell it's foul deſigns. 

Yet oft in C-—»'s inſtantaneous turns, 

Humour prevails not, but ambition burns, 

Once he ſeemed poor, but had a fraud at heart, 
And for his intereſt played a ſtudied part. 

The trick ſucceeded ; and the penſioned peer 

Holds from the crown three thouſand pounds a- year. 


Such art, but art more innocent we mect 


In the ſly beggars ſtationed in the ſtreet. 
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Feigned palſy ſhakes ; their beards to buſhes grow, 


To multiply appearances of woe. 


Thy life a medley 'twixt too wide extremes? 


Ill doſt thou quit the world's fantaſtic ſtage, 


In youth a BRITON, and a Turk in age. 


Though ſacrilege, in theſe degenerate days, 
Can proſtitute to WiLxEs a patriot's praiſe, 
No bold encomiaſt C x dares commend, 


Even faction bluſhes, finding him her friend. 
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Can death's approach not break thy ſelfiſh dreams, 
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